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probably never before trod. Pencroft began directly to
make his raft In a kind of little bay, created by a point
of the shore which broke the current, the sailor and the lad
placed some good-sized pieces of wood, which they had
fastened together with dry creepers. A raft was thus
formed, on which they stacked all they had collected,
sufficient, indeed, to have loaded at least twenty men. In
an hour the work was finished, and the raft, moored to the
bank, awaited the turning of the tide.
There were still several hours to be occupied, and with
one consent Pencroft and Herbert resolved to gain the
upper plateau, so as to have a more extended view of the
surrounding country.
Exactly two hundred feet behind the angle formed by
the river, the wall, terminated by a fall of rocks, died away
in a gentle slope to the edge of the forest It was a
natural staircase. Herbert and the sailor began their
ascent; thanks to the vigour of their muscles they reached
the summit in a few minutes, and proceeded to the point
above the mouth of the river.
On attaining it, their first look was cast upon the ocean
which not long before they had traversed in such a terrible
condition. They observed, with emotion, all that part to
the north of tb* coast on which the catastrophe had taken
place. It was there that Cyrus Harding had disappeared.
They looked to see if some portion of their balloon, to